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Author's Notes: 
This is a one-shot, not so much a story as a small collection of thoughts and memories. Everything contained 


herein is a product of my imagination. That is to say, its all fiction T/W: mentions of drug use. 


The hardest part was knowing that the things | had planned for us would never come to pass. 


| pulled, you pushed Nothing had turned out the way | had hoped, and | resented you for that. | felt betrayed 
by you. | don't doubt that you felt betrayed by me. Knowing that it was mutual doesn't do anything to allay 


my quilt. Layne, | was so, so tired. 


| wish | could undo all those times | lost sight of my love for you, lost the patience to be there. | wish | could 
change so many things, but | can't. | can't go back and arrest our meteoric rise to fame, though sometimes | 
do entertain the fantasy that being Seattle's favorite house band would've been enough. Fate and ambition 
wouldn't thrust us headlong into rock-stardom; maybe I'd live a quiet, pastoral life in the country and sing to 
the coyotes at night. Maybe you'd show your art in coffee shops and work at a mom and pop bookstore to 


pay the rent. Maybe you'd still be alive, and maybe we'd still be friends. | like to think I'd still be your biggest 


fan. 


Recently | was surprised to find a letter from your mom in the stack of neglected envelopes | had left sitting 
in a basket by the front door. | opened it carefully, inside were three photos she had taken of us that first 
Christmas at your family's house, along with a note: "Thought you might like to have these." My thumb traced 
the image of your boyish face and | fell to my knees on the porch. 


In the beginning, it felt fairly innocent. After all, we collectively gorged ourselves on a buffet of substances. 
You flew a little closer to the sun than the rest of us, but then, | liked being the one to look after you. It 
gratified me to feel like | was the one who understood what you needed, who knew how to coax you off the 
ledge. | liked thinking that you trusted me to notice when something was wrong. That was before the junk had 
you by the throat. Before I'd become accustomed to your fathomless, dead-eyed gaze looking through me. 


Years went by and you slipped further and further away, becoming a pale distant fire, then a shadow. You 
were killing yourself and there was nothing | could do to stop you. | even confessed to Sean on one particularly 
black night, ravaged and wasted, that I'd been waiting for your death, because at least then we could all begin 


healing. In the meantime we were stuck in purgatory, suspended in a prolonged grief that knew no closure. 


And then you died, and it didn't matter that | knew it was coming, knew to expect it on any given day. It still 
didn't fail to break my heart profoundly. 


You came into my life when everything | thought | could rely on had crumbled beneath me. You were my best 
friend, my family, and for a little while, you were something that lacked a definition. Something transcendent, 


encompassing. 


| remember when we lingered outside your hotel room one night, just looking at each other for a long moment 
in the hallway. Sober, for once, and bleary-eyed from our time on the road. Neither of us spoke, but 
something tender and flickering passed between us in the stillness of that space. Heat spread in my chest, on 
my skin. The years expanded and contracted as we stood there wordlessly. You looked enigmatic to me, so 
unknowable. It excited me, this world inside you that I'd never fully see. Then you, perhaps noticing my 
hesitation, quietly cleared your throat. "Goodnight, Jer.” Your fingers on my wrist. Then you disappeared into 


your room, and | into mine. 


